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Now, an afternoon call in Persia is not to be
lightly regarded ; it is a matter of much ceremony
and it lasts two hours. When we arrived at the
house where the three ladies lived, we were con-
ducted through a couple of courts and a long
passage, and shown into a room whose windows
opened into a vine-wreathed veranda. There
was nothing Oriental in its aspect: a modern
French carpet, with a pattern of big red roses on a
white ground, covered the floor ; photographs
and looking-glasses hung upon the walls ; the
mantelpiece was adorned with elaborate vases
under glass shades, and on some brackets stood
plaster casts of statues. We might have imagined
ourselves in a French cMteau, but for the appear-
ance of the cMtelaine.
The Princess was a woman of middle age, very
fat and very dark ; her black eyebrows met to-
gether across her forehead ; on her lips there was
more than the suspicion of a moustache ; the
lower part of her face was heavy, and its outline
lost itself in her neck. The indoor costume of a
Persian lady is not becoming. She wears very
full skirts, reaching barely to the knee, and stand-
ing out round her like those of a ballet-dancer ;
her legs are clothed in white cotton stockings, and
on her feet are satin slippers. These details are
partly concealed by an outer robe, unfastened in
front, which the wearer clutches awkwardly over
her bulging skirts, and which opens as she walks,
revealing a length of white cotton ankles. In the